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Woman The Mystery

{ By HUNRY HERMAN
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CHAPTER VI,

1t was enrly in the morning, one spring
day of the year of grace, 1801, when n
rather short, thick-eet man, whose spark-
ling teeth were hidden behind a hoge
black mustache, and whose black hearl
was cnt In the Vandyke style, with all
the precision of n Parisian dandy, though
he wan dressed only In n stained and
well-worn pair of gray linen trotisers
and a ragged bine flnnnel shirt, was en-

ged In taking down the shutters of the

otel de Paris, facing the levees of New
Orleans.

Helene, In fact. Rhe had altered in the
Intervening yenrs, and from a compari-
tively nnpromising givlhood hml develops
od into a glorions woman,
as a larel, she sat on her horse ax if
she had been born on it. Her figore had
vipenied and roanded, and her fiace had
the charm which makes men's pulses
sing, though perhaps no single fenture
conld have claimed ideal perfection, Buat
the eyes, those deep-bine eyes, which glit
teredd with a sheen that o mog might
Linve explained, fastened themsolves upon
the beholder and were uot to be forgot-

The Hotel de Parls waa a small, two- | ten.

etory bullding, which sepmed 8o thin and

ny between Its two four-story neigh-

ra that one might have imagined some-
body had found it In quite another spot,
and had malicigsly dropped it into Its
Place to Al up the gnp. It was brightly
distempered fo a salmony pink, and the
green shutters aml green window blinds
gave It a cheerfnl aspect, to which the
flaring signboned, adorned with the leg-
end, “John Roberts, Proprietor,” in gold
letters on a green ground, added consid-
'ﬂ‘nhh‘.

Just then the rathey unsteady and nn-
even tramp of many steps resonnded on
the broad stone flags, and a company of
the newly enrolled Louislana State Vol

unteers, In gray uniforms with red cord- |,

fngs, came marching by in open order enp-
rying their converted Brown Hess mus-
kets In nny manner from the “teall” to
the “right rchoulder shift,” singing
“Away Down In Dixle.” and looking for
all the world an if no thought of a powsal-
ble death on the battlefield found a place
in their minds,

The short, dark man, who had been
watching the soldiers pass by, shrugged
his shoulders in disapproval of their un-
disciplined gnit, and grunted impatiently
as he dragged the heavy shutters from
their places. This portion of his work
being over, Monsjeur Henrl Bainton—
for It was he—sat himself down on a
wooden stool and looked about him like
& man dazed by his exertions,

He bad been sitting on the stool for
the space of about five or six minutes.
when a sharp, scowling face appeared
at the top of n small staircase, n face
a8 bearded as his own, but with the
difference that the hair was of a coarse
red of various shades.

“Look here, Henri,” eried n rasping
volee, “what on earth are you up to now?
Are you going to kick your legs about all
day? And the red-bearded man, dressed
fn linen trousers and a flannel shirt only,
enme with slippered reet downstalrs, and
atood facing Henrl with his arms crosved
over his chest, “What do you think 1|
brought yon here for?” he asked, with a
sneer of disgust. “Do you think It was
to ent sponge caked"

“No,”! growled Monsleur Henri Bain-
ton, in reply to Mr. Bernard Quayle, for
he was the gentleman who had resumed
his old patronymie of John Roberts, “You
not bring me for sponge eake, You bring
me for clean knives, serub floor all day,
all night. You bring me for fight ven
snllor eall you zlef and make your eyes
black viz zrowing oyster can, 1 rebel, 1
clean knife no more. 1 serab floor no
more, Negtv cheap. You buy negro,
clean knife, scrub floor. 1 go bed.”

“You ungrateful sweep,” said Mr.
Qunayle, with wslow, hissing emphasis.
“Where would you be now if I had not
tuken pity on yout"

“Me?" retorted Henrl, definntly, *In
Paris. You come 'ere, and zere ure cafe
concerta in Paris.”

“Yen," rejoined Mr, Quayle: “there are
enfe concerts, and, there are also police;
and a nice figure yon'd cot—you, an es-
caped convict, They'd have you by the
neck before you were up to many of
your larks. Thank your starsa you are
with me, and be grateful.”

“Grateful!” nearly yelled Henrl.
for grateful¥”

“I'Il tell yon what you ought to be
grateful for,” hissed Mr. Quayle. *You
ought to be grateful to me for teachiug

on the beastly English you are speakiug.

'ou ought to be grateful to me for allow-
ing you to share with me when we re-
lieved that confiding Dutchman of his
two thousand three hundred dollars,”

“Yes," interrupted Henri, "two sou-
ean' zree "underd. You tnke mousan' five
underd. You give me eight *underd. 1
‘ave noaings, You buy hotel. You boas.
You 'ave all you vant. 1 serub floor,
clean knife, take down shutter.”

At this outburst Mr. Quayle thought
it politic to change his demeanor. HHe
beeame friendly, changing the aubject
and waying: “Confusion to that villain
Adams, who sent us to alavery in the
galleys.”

“Deas to zat plg Adams!" exclaimed
Henri, with great fervor. . “Ve vill make
of 'Im food for dogs, I svear!"”

“And death to that wretched 'hussy
through whom we were went to the gal-
leys,” Quayle went on,

Henri's retort was not so fervent. He
snrud bis lips and shrugged Lis shoul-

ers,

“Yes," he cried, after a moment's
pause. “But she beautiful, and it she
nice vis me, 1 not know."

“What d'you mean?" snorted Quayle.
“You are not alone to be consldered In
this matter. I suffered through her as
well, and 1 have got iy reckoning to do.
You swore you would kill her when you
got the chance.”

“Yen, 1 avear, and I keep my nvear,”
replled Henrl. “But if she nice, very
nice, I not know,"” he added, with a
sigh,

Quayle looked at his companion again
as it he would have polsoned him with a
glance hnd he been able,

“I'Il keep your nose to the grindstone,
my friend,” he muttered to himselt, *I¢
you were not intended to be my catspaw,
1'd soon make short work of you,"

At that moment the sounds of 4 bugle
playing a march made both Henel and
Quayle prick up thelr ears, The clear,
pulse-quickening melody seemed to wrip
them, and ||h")' both stepped to the door,

Another mass of sonuers—un battalion
this time—were coming with swinging
step along the road. A eouple of horse-
wen and=—what scemed more strange—
a lady on horsebaek rode at the head or
the columu.  benrl’s eyes instinetively
brightened as he recognized the uniforms
as those worn by the regular French
Zouaves—dark blne  jackets,  pel
breeches, red eaps with blue tassels, and
blue waistbhands,

“It I8 the Lounisiana  Zounves," anid
Quayle, "and that hound Adams I8 rid-
ing at the head of them,"

It was indeed Col. Latrobe Adams,
commanding the battalion of Loulsinna
Zonaves, who at that moment passed the
Hotel de Paris. He was in clvillan's
dress, and o gentleman who accompanied
him wore the same undistinguished garb.

Quayle lnstinctively shuddered as Ad-
ams east an unrecognislng glance toward
bim and rode on. He had in no wise
altered alnce the day when Helene had
knocked at his door in PParls. Indeed,
oue might have thought that he had
grown younger, so upright was his car-
rh#. s0 unwrinkled his face.

hile Quayle looked at the man, Hen-
p's eyes wore glued upon the woman—

“Vat

Helene wan engaged in a lively conver-
sation with the gentleman riding by her
side, and Henrl gripped Qoayle’s arm so
fiervely that the botelkeeper dragged
himeelt away with a sharp ery.

“Ia she not beautitml wald Henel,

“Yes, confound her!” replicd Quayle.
“There §a no question about that, You
will wot allow that to #tam! hetsween
ber and our parpose, will you now " he
questionsd, angrdy,  “Yon won't forget
tll we have endured throngh hee=-<ths
yenrs of tortare, the years in chaing, the
yeara of lives of doga?’

Henel's epes wtill followed the enlumn
which was marching past in a steady,
even irnmp, teamp, tramp, LFamp,

“I vish she not so beautifull" be ejac-
ulated.

CHAPTER IX.

The threatening shadow of the war
clomd, daily and hourly expected to burst
Ha fury over the Southern States, had
transformed a peaceful grove Into n
cump of armed men, Kteel fAashed in
the summer sun hetween the dark green
of the cypress and the paler verdure of
the lanrel bushes, Rows of white tents
stretehed In even lHoes in the open apace
made gandy by the red and blue unl-
forms which ocoupied them,

The main portion of the Loulsiana
Zouvaves wan composed of hoys barely
out ef thelr teens, but In addition to this
raw materinl, the battalion embodied In
ita ranks a very considerable number of
old French soldiers, Col. Adams was
proud of his men, and only that very
dny had taken especial elatdon In show-
Ing their proficiency to no less n person
than an oMeer of the United States regu-
lars—a possible enemy, I fact—to his
cousin, Capt. Denon,

Capt, Denon wan on leave of ahsence
from his command far ont West in the
wilde of Kansax., He had heen slightly
wounded in an setion with the Apaches,
and, having been furloughed, hnd eome
to his native city, little dreaming that
by the time he arrival there he woulid
find the townsmen arrayed ngninst the
nuthority to whom lLe had sworn alle-
ginnce,

Adams' plantation was  only divided
from the eamp of his regiment by a thick
copse of magnolias, then in the peide of
thelr spring bloom, which perfumed the
nie with the swectest seent of auy tree
In the wide, wide world, The house
Itselt wan a straggling erection, mostly of
one story only, bat standing upon a spice
lurge enough for a small village,

Adnms was seated in  the welcome
shade of the awning over the porch with
a little writing table in front of him,
piled high with papers of all kinds, Op-

site him sat Walter thaydes, dressed
ml the dark blue, gold-braided uniform
of a leutenant in the Louisiana Zou-
aves,

Walter had changed but little physi-
cally winee the day when he wan o
grievously wounded, He had nllowed his
beard to grow, and his face had become
bronzed by exposure to n Bouthern sun,
but beyond that he still looked the hale
and satalwart young fellow who had
fought against the reds iu Paris,

Kindly Nature and a healthy constitu-
tion had repaired nll his harts exeept the
one which left a4 blank In his mind, He
wan still as ignorant of the past, from
the day he was born to the day be was
wounded, as It those days had never ex-
Isted for him. Even hisx own name was
n mystery to him. Helene had Hest of
all ealled him Jack, and when they had
settled at the old plantation everybody
had come to enll him Jack Adams, and
the pame had clung to him.

There was one bright light which ilu-
mined his path—namely, the near pres-
ence of Helene, 8he was his Mol, his
gdddess. At her bidding he would glad-
Iy have laid down his lite. He loved Ler
with the pure aud devoted affection of a
falthful dog.

Helene, In her turn, had grown up, un-
der Adams' teaching, exactly what Ad-
ams Intended her to be—fit to enslave
men and ruin kings. That she was a
beautiful woman no one might have de-
nled, though hera was a kind of beauty
which recommended itself not to all men,
Adama had brought her up and trained
her to despise men. Fe had laid open to
her every weaknesas of the so-called stern-
er nex, and in the result he had fashioned
& woman who, if she had a heart, waa
gunrded at every point where love could
assall it. The natural untutored girl
had become a woman of the world; and
though sultors came and suitors went, If
uhlo' loved anybody, that being was her-
sell,

Adams' success with his pupll was his
own punishment, As Helene grew from
child's estate to that of woman, the as-
cetie revolutionist unbent hinself to her,
and little by little he grew to hunger
for that which he had striven so hard to
eradicate, Little by little he began to
yearn for Helene's love, while he him-
self had taught ber that It was unwise
to love anybody, e had never dared
to confess to the woman whom he had
reared from child's estate that he wonld
have been so happy could he have mnde
her his wife, and when he saw her sur-
ronnded by admivers his heart for the
first time in his life felt the bitter stabs
of jealonsy,

Adams was paying lmt little attention
to the papers in front of bhim, but gaxed
steadfastly In the diveetion of the copse
of magnoling, where Helene was stenll
Ing between the trees by Capt, jsenon’s
slide.  Walter looked from  Adawms (o
Helene, and feom Helene to Adams with
no poggled Ingoiey.  He had discoversd
f new teonble, Was Adams In love with
Helens asg well as all the others who
eame wnd departed agaln? e woulid he
nearer and dearer, i he were necepted,
the load would be harder to bean

“Dienon seems to be In favor,” he bhaest
ont after waltiug wearledly for awhile.

“Yes, my poor feiend,” sald Adams,
rather enigmatically, 1 am afrald be s
in ravor"

Walter read in the words a confirma-
tion of his fears, and was silent,

Whatever hopes Capt. Denon may
have cherlshed were cut short by the
arrival of a young leutenaut with the
news that war between the North and
South had actually broken out and that
Fort Bumter had been attacked, Capt.
Denon immediately bade farewell to his
cousin and took the firat train for Wash-
Ington,

CHAPTER X.

The next morning Walter Adams, after
a burrled breakfast. ordered his negro
servant to saddle his bhors:, He was

Tall, steaight |

the acting adjutant of the regiment dus
fng the tempagrnry aberence of the regular
officer, and # vas his duty to present the
peport every morning at the brigady
headquarters, which were located In 8t
Chatrles Hotel,

He rode futo town at a headlong gak

lop.  Areived at the hotel, he threw the
reing to the negro attendant and walked
up the steps. A tall, distinguished look-
ing old gentleman was standing at the
| door of the hotel, IHis pale face was
fringed by small silver-white whiskers,
and his silvery white hair was combed
| with a sernpulons nentness,  He stared
at Walter for a moment and looked ot
him with nearly reightened oyes, Wal
Ctery dn Wi turn, stopped with an amased
Clutepest,

“Mr, Walter Glaydes!™ gaspad the ol
Lgentleman at dast, holdiag ont A hawl,
“1 cannot be mistaken, Yon are Mr
Walter Gilaydes.”

“Indeed I am not,” saldl Walter, smil-
ing.

“Sarely T am not mistaken, You are
AMe, Walter Glagdes, Lord Yorley's son,
Don‘t you know me? 1 am Mr. Rodbert
Beringuny.”

“Idesd 1 do not know yon,” =aid Wal-
ter, pleasantly, “My name is Jnek Ad-
ams, and T am the acting adjutant of the
Lonisinng Zomaves™

With thar Walter passed fnto the hotel,
amd the obd gontleman stared after him
as iF the hentennnt were a ghost who
had risen from some cavernons depth to
frighten Wim.  Walter settled his business
wied eode ek to the camp, On o sudden
n thought gripped Wis mind,

Wialter Glaydes! The name sounded
familiar to hio, Lord Yorley's son, That
alag swounded fambline tr him, Where
had he beard the name? He was sure
he bad heaed it before. But wiers, and
when, and under what cirenmstances?
Wien he reached the house he went
steaight to Adams,

“Have youn ever heard the name of
Waiter Glaydea?" he askel,

“Not that I know of," wns Adams'
reply,

“Nor that of Lord Yorley "

“1 do know that name,” he sald, "It
Is that of a rich Buglish nobleman.”

“Have you ever heard the name of |
Rodbert Beringquay, or something like
that " Walter questioned further.

“Noa, 1 do not know that name at all"”
Adams answersd, “But why do you
ask 1

“I met n gentleman at the door of the
#t. Charles Motel just now." sald Wal- |
ter, *and he inxisted that [ was Mr. Wal-
ter Glaydes, Lord Yorley's son. 1 told
him he was mistaken,

Adams had turned pale,

“He told you your name was Walter
Ginydes!" he exclaimed, “Why, of
course, that la quite possible. We do
not know who you are. You may be
Mr. Walter Glaydes, for nll 1 or you
know, We must fathom this immedintes
Iy. We will both #ide into town at onee.”

In less than an hour afterwand both
Adams and Walter were statding at the
office window of the St. Charles Hotel,

“p shoull lke to see Mr. Rodbert
Berinquay,” =ald Walter to the clerk.

The young man ran over lhis boows,

“Rodbert Berinquay,” he said, *No.
1. He's gone, He areived by the
early train this morning, nod stayed ouly
n coupls of hours,”

iTo be continned.)

WOMEN EABY O WAKE

Hotel Men Have Greater Trouble in
Rousing Men from Thelr Elumbers,
“1t Is  lmmensurably  harder  to

awnken men In the morning than it s
women,” a hotel proprietor Informs
me, Aaays o writer in the #t. Louls
Globe-Democrat. A tap or two at a
wowman's door In the morning s suffl-
clent. No matter how late she may
hnve retived, no matter how exhinusted
she may have been, no matter how
faint the ‘yes' that emues from the
bed In answer 1o the knock. you can
bank on it that within a half hour or
so thut woman will walk Into the dine
ing room, bright-eyed and cheerfulj
but with o man—well, iU different,

“A man may leave a eall for 7T
o'clock In the mworning with the warn-
Ing that he must be up at that hour,
A few minates before 7 you detall a
Loy for the purpose and tell him not
to stop pounding until the man nwnkes,
The room may be on the top floor,
Lut you cnn hear the thump, thump,
thmmp on the door ‘way down in the
offi¢ce. Does the mun wanke with a
fanint ‘yes' and sceramble out of bed?
Not he. ‘The hoy knocks untll his
kouckles are sore, and then swidenly
a stentorlnn volee roars from  the
room, ‘Yes, yes, what In blazes Is the
mattr with you? Do you think 1'm
dend? The boy rotires, turns in his
report at the office nnd goes to eame
Iin hand In cold water,

“Three bours later a swollen-eyed
Individunl, with wrinkles In his brow,
walks up to the desk. ‘I thought 1
left n enll heve for T o'clock In the
morning.'  ‘You did, and the bellboy
woke you promptly at 7. ‘That's a
little too strong,' is the answer. and
after you've urgued with him for half4
an hour you haven't convinced him
that he wans nctunlly awnkened as be
hnd ovdered, Bo It goes day after day,
The women get up promptly In re-
sponse to n call, while the men In-
varlnbly turn over to have another
nap.”

The stherian Cossauk,

Tobolsk, where the Biberian Cossack
is reared, 18 0 well-watered reglon,
with 1,600 lnkes, miany of them of con-
sidernable sige, Many of the Inhabit-
ants bhad their orlgin in the utllization
of the tervitory as a pennl colony for
Buropean Rusaln.  The people are still
very primitive, sheip belng the unit of
exchange In thele barter system, Cut-9
tle bresding 15 extensively  adopted,
and it Is from this seuree that  the
Russlan ariy deaws wost of s horses
for seevice o the far east, These anl-
s nee sond! and bamdy, vt parties
whar about fomd aml l':ll].llllt‘ of emdur-
Ing extreme heat and eoid, but the
load they can take even on o lvel
rond s only ahont 900 pounds,  The
proparvatory cluss of the Cosspels comes
prises bds from the age of elghteen,
who undergo three  years'  tradning,
The Cossacks of the trst rmnks are on-
rolled from the age of twenty-one fop
n perlod of twelve yeurs, and all serve
for o further pevlod of five yoars In
the reserves, the age of  discharge
being, therefore,  thirty-eight,.—Clip-
ping.

A King's Library,

Frederick the Great employed archi-
tects to bulld a llbeary, but they
fought with true professlonal etlquette
over thelr deslgus, The monarch who
had beaved the might of Europe was
not to be*defeated by a parcel of nag-
ging professlonnl men, “Confound
you,”" sald the king, “don't waste any
more time! This cupboard opposite
me I8 of a very good design; copy
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